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Author's Notes: 

Written exactly a year ago, | decided that while l'm working on my multies and being a mopey fuck, | may as 
well post a few older stories of mine that never saw the light of day. Sorry if it's not quite ‘there’, it was 
written a year ago but | think its still fairly good. 


He almost feels tangible, lying here on my chest. 
He groans while sitting up and stretches out like a cat, arms high above his head. 
‘Its been a lot of time since ‘that." He says cheerfully, without the emotional baggage that should be there. 


He's got more meat on his bones than he used to, more flesh and muscle than bone now. Whilst we were in 


the middle of doing it, he grabbed my hand and presses it against his skin 


Feel that? He asked me, ‘Do you feel that? Look, Im a man‘ 


He was always a man though, maybe he just didn't quite feel like one before, but he was. | liked him with his 


serrated ribs just the same as | like him with muscle or fat or even as a bloated sack, dripping with pus. 


He'll always be the same guy to me. The compilation of the same mistakes and cheesy one liners, crooked 


smiles and Coca-Cola caps. 

Øystein will always be Øystein. 

There are three ‘versions’ of him inside of my head. 

He's seventeen, blond, and needs to become buddies with something called deodorant 

We share a Death' shirt, and he meets Frank every weekend to hand him over his pile of empty Coca Cola 
bottles. He has little gaps in his teeth when he smiles. He likes to keep the soda caps and make pyramid 
structures out of them. We sit in his bedroom and we name them when we're especially bored. 

Next, he's twenty one, and he should really begin to follow the label when his box of hair dye. He talks in a 
harsh voice, drinks a lot of coffee, and makes crude jokes. Beneath his table, he begins a replica of the world 
map made entirely out of wads of chewed up gum. He doesn’t smile much anymore, he ‘smirks’ His laugh always 


sounds rueful, and he looks at me when he thinks I'm not watching. 


As for now? | don't know what to describe of him now. The edges of who he is and who he wants to be aren't 


so clean cut anymore. 

| can hold Dystein's hand in mine and feel his skin and pulse, | can kiss his lips and gauge how many days he 
hasn't shaven. | can feel our breaths mix, and the way he tastes but when my hands reach out to touch his 
soul, he's broken apart into a million different fragments and all of the pieces cut me. 


| watch as he puts on his glasses, and he asks me: 


"Is this one of those things where you do the thing you wanted to do but now that you've done the thing you 


feel sorta shitty cause it's over?" He describes and | laugh, 
"| believe the medical term is post-co/tal tristesse.” 
He sticks his tongue out, "Blergh, ‘coitus; what an ugly word." 


"Wow. Real mature, Øystein” | roll my eyes, watching him from behind as he walks to the window. | watch him 


begin to make a series of hand gestures, flipping someone off. 
"What are you doing?" | ask, lighting a cigarette. 


"Letting Varg know | just got laid" 


"And does Varg know who just got you laid?" | raise an eyebrow. He grins smugly, and flips his hair back. 
"Ha ha, obviously not. But for all he knows it could be Claudia Schiffer burrowing in my sheets." Smart. 


"But which part of me looks like Claudia fuckin’ Schiffer to you?" | gesture down my awkward man-body with a 
limp ‘ta-dah’. 


"Don't matter," he lies back down with me. 

‘| like you more. Always have. Always will" He says it so happily, | think this is easily the most upbeat I've seen 
him in a long-ass time. | touch his hip, gently peeling away his glasses but not without poking him in the eye 
first. 


"Come on." | dismiss, dropping his glasses down on the night-table. 


"Like you more than all of the chicks | dated after you too." His voice softens, and, ah, there it is. Øysteins 


very rare capacity for romanticism. 


| feel something in my chest pull and | press my mouth against his clumsily, hugging him tight as he returns 


the favour. He laughs as | kiss all over his face, snorting when he can't catch his breath. 
See, this is the Øystein | like the most, if | had to dissect him piece by bloody piece. Laughing and cheerful. He's 
not bad, or evil, nor is he all that dangerous. He's just another boy, nothing to speak of in terms of appearance. 


He's just another boy on this big blue ball of hell who looks beautiful when he smiles. 


In these intervals, Bystein almost feels tangible to me again 


